——- 
— An 


: — — 
—— 


MOCK DOCT OR: | 


OR, THE 


Dun Laps ard. 
CO M E D . 


bod from 0 LTE RE. 


As 1 is Added at the eL F. 
in Drury- Lane. 


By His MA] ESTV Scryatits, 


L ON PD O N. 
Printed for J. WII II Aus, and fold by the 
Böoklellers ot Town and Councry. 


IM. DCC. XXXIV. 


| 0900000099/00090099000 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 
Sir Jaſper . Mr. Shephard. 
Leander, ” Mr. Stepelaer. 
Gregory, | Mr. Gbber, Jun. 
Robert, 8 Mr. Jones. 
James, * — Mr. Mullart. 
Harry, Mr. Roberts. 
Davy, : Mr. Jones. 
Hellebor, > Mr. Paget. 
Dorcas, Mis Raſter. 
Charlotte, Miſs Williams. 


Maid, Mrs. Mears. 
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SCENE I. 
| 2875 Gregory and Dorcas. 
Yeu Tell you No, I won't 


& neſs to talk, and to com- 
= mand. 


ſhall . to my Will; and that I was not 
marry'd to you to ſuffer your Ill humours. 

Greg. O the intolerable Fatigue of Matrimo- 
ny ! Ariſtotle never ſaid a better Thing in his 
Life, than when he told us, That a Wife is 
worſe than a Devil. | 

Dorc. Hear the learned Gentleman with his 
Ariſtotle ! 

Greg. And a learned Man I am too; find n me 
out a Maker of Faggots, that's able, like my 
ſelf, to reaſon upon Things, or that can 1 
ſuch an Education as mine. 

Dorr. An Education! 
A 2 | Greg. 


comply, and it is my Buſi- 


Dorc. And ] tell you, you | 


= 7 
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Greg. Ay, Huſſy, a regular Education firſt . 


at the Chariry-School, where I learnt to read; 

then { waited on a Gentleman at Oxford, where 
I learnt very near as much as my Maſter ; from 
whence I attended a travelling Phylicfan fix 
Years, under the facetions Denomination of a 
* Merry-Andrew, where U learnt Phyſick. 

Dorc. O that thou hadſt follow'd him ſtill! 


3 Curs'd be the Hour wherein I anſwer'd the 


Parſon, I will. 
- Greg. And curs'd be the Parſon that ask d 


me the Queſtion ! 


Dorc. You have Reaſon to complain of him 


indeed, who ought to be on your, Rnees every 
Moment returning Thanks to Heaven for that 


reat Bleſſing it ſent you, when it ſent you my 


fel, —— I hope you have not the Aſſurance 
to think you deſerv'd ſuch a Wife as my ſelf. 
reg. No really, I don't think I do. 


AIR 1 Beſly Bell. 


When a Lady, like me, condeſcends to agree 1 
Is let ſuch a Slobberer taſte her, 7 
Wi th what Zeal and Care ſhould he worſhip the Fair, 
Who gives him —— wmbat's Meat for we Moſher, 
His Actions ſhould ſtill 
Aitend en her Will, 
Hear, Sirrah, and take it fot Warning; 


Js her he ſbould he | 
Zach Night on his Knee, Vo TR 
4 o be ſbogld be on each Morning. r 
Greg. Meat for my Maſter! You. were Meat 
for your Maſter, if 1 an't miſtaken $ for to one 
ot eur Shames be it ſpoken, you role as good 
a Vir- 
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4 Virgin from me, as you went to Bed. Come, 
7 come, Madam, it was a lucky Day for you, 

1 when you found me out. | 

Dor. Lucky indeed! a Fellow that eats every. 

Thing Iha ye. 
8 yy That happens to be a Miſtake, for 1 

Z drink ſome Part ont. 

A Dorc. That ſelks, one by Oe; all the Goods 

F in my Houte.-- | 

ohne. Good Management ! Good Manage- 

0 

Dore, That has not even loft me a Bed 0 


lie on. 


7 
3 
, 
of 


Greg. You'll rife the earlier! 1 
Dorr. And who from Motning to Night is 
9 in an Alchouſe. 


9 9 It's gentele, it's Hentele; the Squire 
4 dies t e fame, -. > 
= Dore. Pray, Sir, what * are you willing 4 
= ſhall do with my Fami? a 
Greg. Whatever you pleaſe. 
Dorc. My four little Children chat are con- 
tinually crying for Bread ?: 
, 3 Greg. Give: em a Rod; beſt Cure in the 
World for crying Children. 
Dorc. And do you imagine, Sot — 
Breg. Hark ye, my Dear, you know my Tem- 
per is not over and above paſt! ive, and that my 
Arm is extremely active. 
Doro. ] laugh at your Threats, poor bengary 
ly infolent Fellow. 
; Greg: Soft Object of my wiſhing Eyes, I 
3 fall play with your pretty Ears. 
& Dorc. I fear you not, Muckworm. 


Greg. 
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x Greg. | ſhall thraſh your lovely Jacket. 


© Dorc. Touch me if you dare, you infolent, 


impudent, dirty, lazy, raſcally — 
Greg. Oh, Ho, Ho! You will have it then, 
I find. [Beats ber. 
Porr. O, Murder! Murder! 
Enter Squire Robert. 
Rob. What's the Matter here? Fy upon you! 


Ey upon you, Neighbour, to beat your Wife 


in this ſcandalous Manner. 
Dorc. Well ,Sir, and I have a mind to be beat, | 
and what then ? 


Rob. O dear, Madam ! 1 gire my Cone: 


with all my Heart and Soul? 


Dorc. What's that to you, Saucebox ? Is it 1 


any Buſineſs of your's ? 
Niob. No certainly, Madam. 
Dore. Here's an impertinent Fellow for you, 


won't ſuffer a- Husband to beat his own Wife. 


AIR I. Wincheſter Wedding. 

Go thraſh your own Rib, Fir, at Home, 

10” "erties e with our ; 
May Cacholdem flill be bis Doom, 
NM bs ftrive to part” Huthand and Wife, 
Suppoſe Toe mind he ſhould drub, 
Woaſe Bones are they, Sir, he's to lick? 
"$73 A&A whoſe Expense is it, you Scrub, 
Nu are wot-to nd him a Stick. 

Rob. Neighbour, I ask your Pardon hears 
ly ; here, take and thraſh your Wife, beat her 
as you ought to do. _ 

Greg. No, 2 5 I won't beat her. 


* 
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nr, Fob. O! Sir, that's another thing. | 
XZ Greg. Ill beat her when I, pleaſe, and will 
en, not beat her when I do not pleaſe. She is my 
Wife, and not your's. | 
Rob. Certainly. 
* Greg. You have nothing to do to comman 
mu! me, Sir, neither do I want any of your Aſſiſ- 
ife tance, and if you don't get about your Buſi- 
= nels | 
 Dorc. Give me the Stick, dear Husband. | 
Rob. Well, if everl attempt to part Hufſ- |} 
nt band and Wife again, may I be beaten my ſel | 
3 Exit. f 
Greg. Come, my Dear, let us be Friends. 
Dorc. What, after beating me ſo ! 
” CGreg. *Twas but in jeſt. 
u, Diorc. I deſire you would crack your Jelts 
e. © on your own Bones, not on mine. 
* CGreg. Pſhaw! you know, you and I are one, 
and l beat one Half of my ſelf when | beat you. 
| Dorc. Yes, but for the Future, I deſire you 
will beat the other Half of your ſelf 


4 AIR III. Set by Mr. SEE DO. 
3 Ts true, my good Dear, I am Bone of y:ur Bone, 
? Thank the Parſon who ſlitch'd two Wretches in one ; 


| But truſt m:, that Stick, my hard-hearted Swain, 
4 Will certainly cut us aſunder again. 


; q , Greg. Come, my pretty Dear, I ask Pardon, 
3 PFmſorry fort. 

7 Dorc. For once, I pardon you — but you 
hall pay for it. 1 7 1 F 6 
„ Greg. Pihaw! Pſhaw! Child, thele are only 
s little Affairs, neceſſary in Friendihip ; four or 

five 


1 — — 
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fire good Blows with a good Cudgel between | 
your very fond Couples only tend to heighten FF 
the Aﬀettions. I'll now to the Wood, and 


| profniſe thee to make a hundred Faggots before 


come home again. L Exit.” 
Dort. If 1 am not rereng d on thoſt Blows 


of yours !—Oh, that I conld but think of ſome | 4 


Method to be reveng'donhim! Hang the Rogue, 


he's quite inſenſible of Cuckoldom. 


AIR IV. Oh London is a fine Town. 

In ancient Days I've heard, with Horns 
The Wife ber Spouſe could fright, 

Which now the Hero bravely ſcorns, 
So common is the Sight. 

Jo City, Country, Camp, or Court, 
Or where ſoe er be go, | 

Wo borned Brother dares make gert, 

They er Cuckolds all a-row. 


Oh that I could find out ſome Invention to 


get him well drub'd ! 


Enter Harry and James. 28 
Harry. Were ever two Fools ſent on ſach a 
Meſſage as we are in queſt of a dumb Doctor. 
James. Blame your own curſed Memory that 
made you forget his Name. For my Part, I'll 1 
travel thro' the World rather than return 
without him; that were as much as a Limb or 
two were worth. 1 
Harry. Was ever ſuch a curſed Misſortune! 
to loſe the Letter ? I ſhould not even Know his 
Name if I were to hear it. 
Dorc. Can I find no Invention to be * 
* who are theſe? | Harry: 
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James. Harkeye, Miſtreſs, do you know 


1 where — where Dottor What-& ye-call-him 
lives? 


Dore. Doctor who? 
James. Doctor Doctor what's his Name ? 7 


Dorc. Hey ! what, has the Fellow a mind to 
= banter me? 


Harry. Is there no Er hereabouts fa- 


mous for curing Dumbneſs? 


Dore I fancy you have no Need of ſuch a 
= Phyſician, Mr. Impertinence. 

* Harry. Don't miſtake us, good Woman, we 
don't mean to banter you, we are ſent by our 
þ Maſter, whoſe Daughter has loſt her Speech, 


for a certain Phyſician who lives hereabouts; 


wie have loſt our Direction, and 'tis as much as 
our Lives are worth to return without him. 
| Dorc. There is one Doctor Lay lives juſt by, 
but ke has left off practiſing. You, would not 
ger him a Mile, to ſave the Lives of a thoufand 
j Patients. 
James. Direct us but to him; We'll have him 
with us one Way or other, I warrant you. 
= Harry. Ay, ay, we'll have him with us, tho 
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= i 2 mY 
. GA” < 2 
4 D - y — 
. % 


N we carry him on our Backs. 
Dorc. Ha! Heaven has inſpir'd me with one 
| of the moſt admirable Inventions to be reveng'd 
on my Hangdog ! LA ide. ] I aſſure you, it you 
1 can get him with you, he'll do your young 
> Lady's Buſineſs for her; he's reckon'd one of 
the beſt Phyſicians in the World, eſpec ally 

for Dumbneſs. 
Harm. Pray tell us where he lives? 
8 | 


Dar CG 
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Dorc. You ll never be able to get him out of 

his own Houle; but if you watch hereabouts, 

you'll certainly meet with him, for he very of- 

ten amules himſelf here with cutting Wood. 
Harm. A Phyſician cut Wood! 

James. I ſuppoſe he amuſes himſelf in ſearch- 
ing after Herbs, you mean. | 

Dorc. No, he's one of the moſt extraordi- 
nary Men in the World: e has the oddeſt 
Humours! You would never take him to be 
what he is He goes dreſt in the moſt extrava- 
gant Manner, affecting to appear ignorant; for 
there is nothing he ſo much dreads, as to be 
known for a Phyſician, | 
James. All your great Men have ſome ſtrange 
Oddities. about em. _ 

Dorc. The Humour of this is ſo extrayagant, 
that he will ſuffer himſelf to be beat, before he 
will own himſelf to be a Phyſician — and I! 
give you my Word, you'll never make him 
own h'mſelt one, unleſs you both of you take 
a good Cudgel, and thraſh him into it; tis 
what we are all torc'd to do when we have any 
Need of him. | | FEY 
James. What a ridiculous Whim is here! 

- Dorc. Very true; and in ſo great a Man. 

James. And is he ſo very skilful a Man? 

Dorc. Skilſul! why he does Miracles. A- 
bout half a Year ago, a Woman was given over 
by all her Phyſicians, nay, ſhe had been dead 
ſome time; when this great Man came to her, 
as oon as he ſaw-her, he pour'd a little Droop 
of ſomething down her Throat—he had no 
ſoontr done it, than ihe got out of her Bed, 


and 
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and walk'd about the Room, as if there had 
been nothing the Matter with her. 3 2 

Beth. Oh prodigious [OS oe WY 

Dorc. Tis not above three Weeks ago, that 
a Child of. about twelve Vears old fell from the 
Top of the Houſe to the Bottom, and broke 
its Scull, its Arms, and Legs. —Our Phyſician 
was no ſooner drubb'd into making h*m a Vi- 


fit, than having rubb'd the Child all over with 


with a certain Ointment, it got up upon its 
Legs, and ran away to play. | 

Both. Oh moſt wonderful! 

Harry. Egad, James, we'll drub him ou: of a 
Pot of this Ointment. 

James. Sure this Quack underſtands as much 
as the whole College of Phyſicians ? 

Dore. College of Phyſicians! 


AIR V. Set by Mr. SEEDO 


In formal dull Schools, 
By Fore-fathers Rules, 
The Doftor's equip d out for Slaughter; 
If according to Art, 
The Patient depart, 
He never is blam' d for it after. 


The Quack flill ſucceeds, 
Or falls by his Deeds, 
If be kills you he gets not 4 Shilling; 
But who denies Fees © 
To the Quack, whoſe Degrees, 
Once gives him a Licenſe for killing. 


Harry. This muſt be the very Man we were 
ſent aſter, 


B2 Dorc. 


5 * 
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Dorc. Yonder is the very Man I ſpeak of: 
James. What, that he yonder ? 
Dore. The very ſame He has 'ſpy'd us, and 
taken up his Bill | Io 
James. Come, Harry, don't let us looſe one 
Moment. Miſtreſs your Servant; we give you 
ten thouſind Thanks for this Fayour. 
Dorc. Be ſure, make good Uſe of your Sticks. 
James. He ſhan't want that. LExcunt. 


Re-enter James and Harry, meeting Gregory. 
Greg. Pox on't ! tis moſt confounded hot 
Weather. Hey! who have we here. 
James. Sir, your moſt obedient humble Ser- 
vant — We are mighty happy in finding you 
here Tis in your Power, Sir, to do usa verx 
great Fav our We come, Sir, to implore your 
Aſſiſtance in a certain Affair. Fo. 4 
Greg. If it be in my Power to give you any 
Aſſiſtance, Maſters, I'm very ready to do it. 
James. dir, you are extremely obliging— But, : 
dear Sir, let me beg you'd be cover'd, the Sun 7 
will hurt your Complexion. 
Harry. For Heaven's ſake, Sir, be caver'd. 
Greg. Theſe ſhould be Footmen by their 
Drels, but jhould be Courtiers by their Cere- 
mony. rr ) [ Aide. 
James. You muſt not think it ſtrange, Sir, 
that we come thus to ſeek after you ; Men of 
your Capacity will be ſought after by the 
whole World. T 39 3 
Greg. Truly, Gentlemen, tho“ I ſay it, that 
ſhould not ſay it, I have a pretty* good Hand 
at a Faggnt. 5 Wy ds 


-» 


James. O dear, Sir! © Greg. 
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Greg. You may, perhaps, buy Faggots | 


7 F cheaper otherwhere ; but if you find ſuch in 
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all this Country, you mall have mine for no- 


thing. To make but one Word then with you, 
you ſhall haye mine for ten Shillings a Hun- 


Janes. Don 't call in that Manner, I defire 
Y QU. * 
Greg. I could not fell *em a Penny cheaper, 


if *twas to my Father. 
James. Dear Sir, we know you very well— 


don't jeſt with us in this Manner. 


Greg. Faith, Maſter I'm ſo much in earneſt, 


* that I can't *bate one Farthing. 


James. Ohpray, Sir, leave this idle Diſcourſe 


7 —Can a Perſon, like you, amuſe himſelf in this 


Manner? Can a learned and famous Phyſician, 
like you, try to diſguiſe himſelf to the e 
and bury ſuch fine Talents in the Woods? 
Greg. The Fellow's a Fool. 
James. Let me intreat you, Sir, not to dif. 
ſemble with us. 
Harry. It is vain, Sir; we know what you are. 
Greg. Know me! what do you know of me? 
James. Why, we know you, Sir, to be a very 


great Phyſician. 


Greg. Phyſician in your Teeth! 112 Phyſician ! 
James. The Fit is on him Sir, let me be- 
ſeech you to conceal your ſelf no longer, aud 


oblige us to you know what. 


Greg. Devil take me if I know wliat, Sir — 

But I know this, that I am no Phyſician. 
James. We muſt proceed to the uſual Re- 
nick find And ſo you are no Phyſician? 
| Boobies Greg. 
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Greg. No. 
James. You are no Phyſician ? 
Greg. No, I tell you. 
5 Juner. Well, if we muſt, we muſt. 
[ Beats bim. 
Greg. Oh! Oh! Gentlemen! Gentlemen? 
what are you doing? I am—I am whatever 
you pleaſe to have me. 0 
James. Why will you oblige us, Sir, to this 4 
Violence? | 
Harry. Why will you force us to this trou- 
bleſome Remedy ? 
James. I aſſure you, Sir, it gives me a great 
deal of Pain. 
Greg. J aſſure you, Sir, and ſo it does me. 
But pray, Gentlemen, what is the Reaſon that 
you have a mind to make a Phyſician of me? 


James. What ! do you deny your being a 4 


Phyſic an again? 

Greg. And the Devil take me if I am. 

Harry. You are no Phyſician? 

Greg. May I bepox'd, if am. [They beat bin,! 
Oh! Oh bear Gentlemen; Oh! for Heaven's 
Sake; Iam a Phy fician, and an Apothecary too, 
it you'll have me; 51 had rather be any thing, 
than be knock d o the Head. 

James. Dear Sir, I am rejoyc'd to ſee you 
come to your Sentes; I ask Pardon ten thou- 
-fand Times for what" you have forc'd us to. 


Greg. Perhaps I am decev'd myſelf, and am | 4 


a Phyſician without knowing on't. But, dear 

Gentlemen, are you certain I'm a Phyſician : ! BH 

James. Yes, the greateſt or in the 
ns. * 

Greg. Indeed ! £7 Harry. | 
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Harry. A Phyſician that has cur'd all Sorts 


of Diſtempers. | 


Greg. The Devil I have ! 
James. That has made a Woman walk about 


the Room after the was dead ſix Hours; and 
ſer a Child upon its Legs immediately after it 


=” had broke em. 


Harry. Lookye, Sir, you ſhall have Con- 


L ' tent, my Maſter will give you whatever you 
will demand. 


Greg. Shall I have whatever I will demand? 
James. You may depend upon it. 
Greg. I am a Phyſician, without doubt — 


= I had forgot it, but I begin to recollect myſelf 
2 —Well—and what is the Diſtemper I am to 
WF cure? 


James. My young Miſtreſs, Sir, has loſt her 


Tongue. 


Greg. The Devil take me if I have found ir 
—But, come, Gentlemen, if I muſt go with 


Z you, 1 muſt have a Phyſician's Habit; for a 


2 Phyſician can no more preſcribe without a full 
* Wig, than without a Fee. [ Exeunt. 


Dorc. I don't remember my Heart has gone 
{0 pit-a-pat with Joy a long while — Revenge 


is ſurely the moſt delicious Morſel the Devil - 
ever dropt into the Mouth ofa Woman: And 
this is a Revenge which coſts nothing; for a- 


lack-a-day ! to plant Horns upon a Husband's 
Head is more dangerous than is imagin'd— 


i 043 | nagin'd 
Odd! I had a narrow Eſcape when I met with 
this Fool, the beſt of my Market was over, and 


; China Cup. 


began to grow almoſt as cheap as a crack d 
F AIR. 
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2 AIR VI. Pinks and Lillies. 


A Woman's Ware, like China, 
New Cheap, now Dear is bought, 
When whole, though worth a Guinea, 
hat broke's not worth a Groat. 


A Woman at St. James's, 
- With Hundreds you obtain; 
But flay till loft her Fame is, 
She be cheap in Drury- lane. 


SCENE Sir Jaſper's Houſe. 
A Enter Sir Jaſper and James. 
Sir Jaſp. Where is he? Where is he? 
James. Only recruiting himſelf after his 
Journey. You need not be impatient, Sir, for 
were my young Lady dead, he'd bring her to 
Life again—He makes no more of bringing a 
Patient to Life, than other Phyſicians do of 
killing him. ; 
Sir Jaſp. Tis ftrange ſo great a Man ſhould | | 
have thoſe unaccountable odd Humours, you | 
mention'd. 8 | 
James. Tis but a good Blow or two, and 
he comes immediately to himſelf—here he is. 


Enter Gregory as a Doctor, and Harry. 


| Harry. Si r, this is the Doctor. 
Sir Jaſp. Dear Sir, you're the welcom'ſt Man 
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in the World. | | . 0 
Greg. Hyprocrates, ſays, we ſhould both be 
1 | 4 

Sir Jaſp. Ha! does Hypocrates ſays ſo ? In 

what Chapter pray ? nt 


1 Greg. 


Se _ — 
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Greg. In his Chapter of Hats. 27 

Y Air Faſp. Since Hippocrates ys ſo, 1 ſhall 
obey him. 

"Greg. Doctor, after having. exvedingty tra- 
vell'd in the 'High-way of: Letters 

Sir Jaſp. Doctor! Pray who do you ſpeak * 

Greg. Fo you, Doctor. 

Sir Jaſp- Ha, ha! — I am a Knight, thank 
the King' babe for it; but no Doctor. 

Greg. What, you're no Doctor? 

Sir Jaſp. No, upon my Word. 

Greg. You're no Doctor? 

Sir Jaſp: Doctor! No. 

Greg. here — tis done. [Beats him. 

Sir Jajp-* Done, i inthe Devirs Name! What 8 


done 7 


Greg. Why. now you're md a Dottor of 


Fünen — 1 am ſure its 10 my Degrees 1 ever 
took. q 


Sir Ja 'S What Devil of: Fellow have yew 


brought here? 


James. I told you, Sir, the Doctor had ſtrange 


E Whims with him. 


— — — — 
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Sir Jaſp. Whims, quotha! — gad hall 


bind his Phiſicianſhip over to. his good DeLavis 


our, if he has any more of-theſe Whims: 
, Greg. Sir, Lask Pardon for the Liberty [ have 
aken. A 
Sir Jaſp- Oh!'s it's yery well, it's very well r 
once. ö 
Greg. I am ſorry for thoſe Blows. | 
Sir Jaſp. Noching ar all, nothing at all, Sir. 
Greg. Which 1 was oblig'd to have the Ho- 
nour of laying on ſo thick upon you, © 
C Sir 
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Sir Jaſp. Let's talk no more of em, Sir. —- 
My Daughter, Doctor, is fallen into a very 
ſtrange Diſtemper. "1 

Greg. I am over-joy'd to hear it; and I wiſh 
with all my Heart, you and your whole Fami- 
ly had the fameOccaſion for me as your Daugh- 
ter, to ſhew the great Deſire I have to ſerve you. 
Sir Jaſp. Sir 1 am oblig'd to you. | 

Greg. | aſſure you, Sir, I ſpeak from the very 
Bottom of my Soul. 

Sir Jaſp. I do believe you, Sir, from the very 
Bottom of mine. | 

Greg. What is your Daughter's Name? 

Sir Jaſp. My Daughter's Name is Charlot. 4 

Greg. Are you ſure the was chriſten d Char :? 


Sir Jaſp. No, Sir, ſhe was chriſten'd Charlotta. 


Greg. I am glad to hear it; Charlotta is a very 
good Name for a Patient; and let me tell you, 
the Name is often of as much Service to the Pa- 
tient, as the Phyſician is. f 
| Enter Charlot and Maid. 
Sir Jaſp. Sir, my Daughter's here. 
Greg. Is that my Patient? Upon my Word, 


Me carries no Diſtemper in her Countenance - 


and I fancy, a healthy young Fellow would ſit 
very well upon her. 4 
Sir Jaſp. You make her ſmile, Doctor. 
Greg. So much the better; tis a very good 
Sign when a Phyſician makes his Patient ſmile. 
— Well, Child, what's the Matter with you? 
What's your Diſtemper? | 
Chari. Han, hi, hon, han. 
Greg. What do you ſay ? 
Charl. Han, hi, han, hon. | 
| Greg. | 
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Greg. What, what, what ? —— . 

- Charl. Han, hi, hon 

Greg. Han! Hon! Honin hah! — 1 dont t un- 
derſtand a Word the ſays. Han! Hi! Hon! 
What the Devil of a Langu age is this? 

Sir Jaſp. Why, that's her Diſtemper, Sir. 
She's — ab dumb, and no one can ign the 
Cauſe — and this Diſtemper, Sir, has kept back 
her Marriage. 

Greg. Kept back her Marriage ! Why 0 

Sir Jaſp. Becauſe her Lover refuſes to have 
her till ſhe's cur'd. 

Greg. O Lud! was ever ſuch a Fool, that 
wou'd not have his Wife dumb! — Would to 
Heaven my Wiſe was dumb, I'd be far from de- 
ſiring to cure her. — Does this Diſtemper, this 


* Han, hi, hon, oppreſs her very much? 


Sir Jaſp. Yes, Sir. 

Greg. So much the better. Has ſhe any 
great Pains ? 

Sir Jaſp. Very great. 

Greg. That's juſt as I would have it. Give 
me your Hand, Child. Hum — Ha — a very 
dumb Pulſe indeed. 

Sir Fa Jp You have gueſs d her Diſtemper. 
Greg. Ay, Sir, we great Phyſicians know a 
Diſtemper — An ignorant Fellow 
would have told you your Daughter ails This, 
and That, and Tother; but as ſoon as I feel 
your Daughter's Pulſe, I immediately tell you 
the's dumb. 

Sir Jaſp. But I ſhould be glad to know, Doc- 
tor, from whence her Dumbneſs proceeds? 
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Greg. Nothing ſo eafily accounted for. Her 

Dumbneſ proceeds from her TY loſt der 
Speech. G4. © 

Sir Jaſp. But whence, if you pleaſe, pro- 
ceeds her having loſt her Speech? | 

. Greg. All our' beſt Authors will tell you, it 
is = impediment of the Action of the Tongue. 

ir Jaſp. But if you pleaſe, dear Sir, your 
ar thac upon that Impediment.. 

Greg. Ariſtotle has upon that Subject ſaid very 
fine Things; very fine Things, 

Sir Jaſp. I believe it, Doctor. 

"Greg: Ah! he was 4 great Man; he was in- 
deed a very great Man. — A Man, who upon 
that Subject was a Man that — But to return 
to our Reaſoning: I hold that this Imped ment 
of the Action of the Tongue is (cauſed by cer- 
tain Humours which our great Phy ſicians call 
— Humodurs — Humours — Ah! you under- 
ſtand Latin —— 

Sir Jaſp. Not in the leaſt. ä 

Greg. What, not underſtand Latin? 

Sir Jaſp: No indeed, Doctor. 

Greg. Cabricus arci Thuram Cathalimus, Sin- 
gulariter Nom. Hzc-muſa hic, hec, hoc, Gen- 
two hujus, hunc, hanc Muſt, Bonus, bonagbo- 
num. Eſtne oratio Latimis? Etiam. Ouy Pour- 
quoy non, quia Subſtantivo & Adjectivum con- 
cordat in Generi Numerum & Caſus, fic 
_— munt, prædicant, clamitant, & fimi- 

ibus 
Sir Jaſp. Ah! Why did I neglect my Studies? 
Harry. What a prodigious Man is this! 


, 


Greg. 
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Greg. Beſides, Sir, certain Spirits paſſing from 
the left Side, which is the Seat of the Liver, to 
the Right, which is the Seat of the Heart, we 
find the Lungs, which wecall in Latin, Mbisber- 
ous, having Communication with the Brain, 
which we name in Greek, Teapotus, by means of” 
a hollow Vein which we call in Hebrew, Prri- 
wiggus, meet in the Road with the ſaid Spirits, 
which fill the Venticles of the Omotaplaſnun; 
and becauſe the ſaid Humours have—you com- 
prehend me well, Sir? And becauſe the ſaid 
Humours have a certain Malignity — liſten * 
riouſly, beg you. 
Sir Ja ſp. I do. 
Greg. Have a certain Malignity that iccauſed | 
—be attentive if you pleaſe. — OY 
Sir Jaſp. Jam. | 
Greg. That is caus'd, I fay, by the Acrimo- 
ny of the Humours engender'd in the Conca- 
vity of the Diaphragm ; thence it arrives, that 
theſe Vapours, Propria que matribus, tribuuntur 
maſcula dicas, ut ſunt dinorum, Mars, Bacchus, 
Apollo ;, virorum.—This, Sir, is the Caule of your 
Daughter's being dumb. 
Harry. O that I had but his Tongue ! 
Sir Jaſp. It is impoſſible to reaſon better no 
doubt. But, dear Sir, there is one thing=-I al- 
ways chought till now, that the Heart was on 
the left Side, and the Liver on the righr. 
Greg. Ay, Sir, ſo they were formerly, but 
we have chaug'd all that— The College © Pre» 
ſent, Sir, proceeds upon an intire new Method. 
Sir Jaſp. Lask your Pardon, Sir. 


Greg: | 
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Greg. Oh, Sir! there's no Harm — you're 
not oblig'd to know ſo much as we do. 

Sir Jaſp. Very true; but, Dottor, what would 
you have done with my Daughter ? 

Greg. What would I have done with her ! 
Why, my Advice is, that you immediately 
put her into a Bed warm'd with Wood Aſhes ; 
cauſe her to drink one Quart of Spring Water, 
mix d with one Pint of Brandy, ſix Seville O- 
ranges, and three Ounces of the beft double re- 
fin'd Sugar. 

Sir Jaſp. Why this is Punch, Doctor! 

Greg. Punch, Sir! Ay, Sir;—and what's bet- 
ter than Punch to make People talk? — Never 
tell me of your Julaps, your Gruels, your — 
your — This, and That, and Tother, which 
are only Arts to keep a Patient in hand a long 

Time! love to do a Buſineſs all at once. 
Sir Faſp. Doctor, I ask Pardon, you ſhall be 
obey d. 

Greg. Tl return in the Evening, and ſee what 
Effect it has had on her. But hold, there's 
another young Lady here, that I muſt apply 
ſome little Remedies to. 

Maid. Who, me? I was never better in my 
Life, I thank you, Sir. 

Greg. So much the worſe, Madam, fo much 
the worſe — Tis very dangerous to be very 
well—for when one is very well, one has no- 
thing elſe to do but to take Phy lick, and bleed 
away. 

Sir Jaſp. What, bleed when one has no Dif- 
temper ? | 

Greg. It may be ſtrange, perhaps, but tis 
very wholeſome. Maid. 
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Maid. Im your humble Servant for that — 
I ſhall make no Apothecary's Shop of my Belly, 
I'll aſſure you. | | 1 
Sir 505 Doctor — - [Gives Money. 
Greg. You ſhall ſee me in the Evening Be 
under no Concern, Sir, you ſhall hear your 
Daughter ſpeak in a Week—or ſhe ſhall be our 
of the Hearing of you. LExit. 

Sir Jaſp. Well, this is a Phyſician of vaſt 
Capacity, but of exceeding odd Humours. 


SCE NE, The Street. 
Leander ſolus. 


Ah, Charlot ! thou haſt no Reaſon to appre- 
hend my Ignorance of what thou endureſt, 
ſince I can 10 eaſily gueſs thy Torment by 
my own—Oh, how much more juſtifiable are 
my Fears, when you have not only the Com- 
mand of a Parent, but the Temptation of For- 
tune to allure you ! 


AIR VII. Set by Mr. SEEDO. 
O curſed Power of Gold, 
For which all Honour's ſold, 
And Honeſty's no more ! 
For thee we often find 
The Great in Leagues combin d 
To trick and rob the Poor. 


By thee the Fool and Knave 
Tranſcend the Wiſe and Brave, 
So abſolute thy Reign : 
Without ſome Help of thine, 
| The greateſt Beauty ſhine, 
And Lovers plead in vain. 
Enter 


— — —— — — — ͤ —e— 


| 


| 
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— - 


| Enter Gregory. | 
reg. Upon my Word this is a good Begin- 
ning, and fince— 

Brun. I have waited for you, Doftor, a long 
Time. m come to beg your Afﬀiſtance. 

Greg. Ay, you have od of Aſſiſtance in- 
deed ! What a Pulſe is here! What do you 
tnt o your Bed? LFeels bis Pulſe. 
| Lean. Ha, ha, ha! Doctor, you're miſtaken, 

I am not fick I aſſure you. 
| Greg. How, Sir! not ſick ! do you think I 
don't know when a Man is fick, better than 
he does himſelf? 

Leun Well, if I have any Diſtemper, it is the 
Love of that young Lady your Patient, from 
which you juſt now come, and to whom if 
can convey re, I dare wear, 1 I 
mall be effectually curd. 

Greg. Do you take me for a Pimp, Sir; a 

"Phyſician for a Pimp! 
| Lean. Dear Sir, make no Noiſe !/ 

Greg. Sir, I will make a Noiſe; you Te an 
unpertinent Fellow. 


Lean. Softly, good Sir ! 
Greg. I ſhall thew you, Sir, that Pm not 


ſuch a Sort of a Perſon, and that you're an in- 
ſolent, ſau y Leander gives 4 Purſe— 
I'm not ſpeaking to you, Sir, but there are 
certain impertinent F ellows in the World, that 
take People for what they are not——which 
always puts me, Sir, into ſuch a Paſſion, 


1— — 


8 


Pe 


Lean. 
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Lean. I ask Nen Sir, for the Liberty I 
have taken. 

Greg. O dear, Sir! no Olfence in the leaſt. 
— Pray, Sir, how am I to ſerve you? 

Lean. Tlus 
ſent for to cure, is feign'd. The Phy ſicians have 
realon'd upon it, according to Cuſtom, and have 
derived it from the Brain, from the Bowels, 
from the Liver, Lungs, Lights, and every Part 
of the Body; but the true Cauſe of it is Love; 
and is an Invention of Charlet's, to deliver her 
from a Match which ſhe diſlikes. 


Diſtemper, Sir, which you are 


Greg. Hum!— Suppoſe you were to diſguiſe | 


yourſelf as an Apothecary. 

Lean. I'm 

8 believe I may paſs upon him ſecurely, 

. Go then, diſguiſe 3 immediate- 

ws 1 1 | wait for you here. — Ha! methinks I 
ſee a Patient. | [Exit Lean. 


Enter James and Davy. _ 
Greg. Gad! Matters go ſwimmingly. 
ey'n continue a Phyſician as long as I hve. 
James. [ Speaking to Davy] Fear not, if he re- 


PII 


lapſe into his Humours, It quickly chraſh him 


into the Phyfician again. 


Dottor, I har e 
brought you a Patient.. 


Davy. My poor Wife, Doctor, has kept her 
Bed theſe ſix Months; Greg. bolds out his Hand.] 


if your Worſhip would find out ſome means to 
cure her —— 
- Greg, What's the Matter with her? 
Davy. 
one lays tis the Dropſy; another 'tis the What- 
D dye callit, 


Why ſhe has had ſeveral Phyſicians; | 


not very well known to her F ather, 
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J 


d'ye-call- it, the Tumpany; a third ſays tis a 


g low Fever; a fourth ſays the Rumatiz. 


Greg. What are the Symptoms? 


Davy. Symptoms, Sir! 


Greg. Ay, ay, what does ſhe complain of ? 


and as cold they be as a Stone. 


with her? 


* one Word what you mean. 


Gentleman ex — the Caſe. 
Wife is ſack of the Dropſy? 


Wite 3 is always calling for Drink; 


Davy. Cheeſe, Sir ! 


ly than ever had it. 


Greg. Come, to the Purpoſe; ſpeak 
Purpole, my Friend. L Holding out bis Hand. 
| Davy. The Purpoſe is, Sir, that Iam come to 

ask What our Worſhip pleaſes to have done 


Day. Why theis always craving and craving 
| for Drink, eats nothing at all. Then her Legs 
| are fivell'd up as big as a good handſome Poit, 


to the 


Grig. Pſhaw,  pſhaw, pſhaw ! 1 don” t under- 


James. His Wife is ſick, Doctor, and he has 
brought you a Guinea for your Advice. 
it the Doctor, Friend. [Davy gives the Guinea. 

Greg. Ay, now I underſtand you: Here's a 


Give 


You ſay your 


Davy. Yes, an't dl. your Worſhip. 

Greg. Well, I've made a ſhift to comprehend 
your Meaning at laſt; you have the ſtrangeſt 
way of deſcribing a Diſtemper! You ſay your 


let her have 


* # 


as much as ſhe deſires, ſhe can't drink too much; 
{| and d'ye hear? give her this Piece of Cheeſe. 


Greg. Ay, Cheeſe, Sir. The Cheele, of which 
this 1s a Part, has cured more Mop of a Drop- 


Day. 


it 


rc 
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Day. I give your Worthip a thouſand Thanks; 
I'll go make her take it immediately, LExit. 

Greg. Go, and if ſhe dies, be ſure to 7 
her after the beſt Manner you can. 

| Enter Dorcas. 
Dore. Im like to pay ſeverely for my Frolick, 

if I have loſt my Husband by it. 

Greg. O Phyſick and Matrimony! my Wife! 

Dorc. For though the Rogue uſed me a little 
roughly, he was as good a Workman as any 
in five Miles of his Head, 


AIR VIII. Ye Nymphs and Sylyan Gods. 


The Soldier, who bravely goes 
In Battle againſt bis Foes , 
The Foes once overcome 
May live in Vice at Home, 
And no Anger his Captain ſhews : 
So the Husband who 
To Duty is true, 
And performs his Bus 'nejs well; 
Tho? be offen thwack 
His Deary's Back, 
One tender Smack, 
More ſweet than Sack, 
Can all her Fury quell, = 
Greg. What evil Stars, in the Devil's Name, 
have ſent her hither ? If I could but perſuade 
her to take a Pill or two that I'd give her, I 
ſhould be a Phyfician to ſome purpoſe Come 
hider, Shild, ſe ta me feel a your Pulſe. 
Dorc. What have you to do with my Pulſe ? 
Greg. I am de Frenſh Phyſicion, my Dear, 
and 1 am to teel a de Pulſe of de Pation. 
Dorc. 
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Dorc. Yes, but I am no Patient, Sir, nor 
want no Phyſicion, good Dr. Ragou. 

. Greg. Begar, you muſt be put a to Bed, and 
taka de Peel; me fal give you de litle Peel dat 
fal cure you, as you have more Diſtempre den 
evere were hered off. 

Dorc. What's the Matter with the Fool? If 
you feel my Pulſe any more, I ſhall feel your 
Ears for you. | 

Greg. Begar, you muſt taka de Peel. 

Dorc. Begar, I ſhall not taka de Peel. 

Greg. LI take this Opportunity to try her. 
* UAſide. 

© Maye Dear, if you will not letta me cura you, 

vou ſal cura me, you ſal be my Phyſicion, and 
I will giva you de Fee. | Holds out a Purſe. ff x 

Dorc. Ay, my Stomach does not go againſt 
thoſe Pills; and what muſt I do for your Fee? - 

Greg. Oh, begar! me vill ſhow you, me vill 

teacha you what you ſal do; you muſt come 
kiſſa me now, you mult come kiſſa me. to 
Dorc. [_Kiſſes him] As I live, my very Hang- ÞÞ .. 
"95. I've diſcover d him in good time, or he 3 

had diſcover'd me. LA ide] — Well, Doctor, 
are you cur'd now ? k. 

Greg. Iſhall make myſelf a Cuckold preſently. 
LA ide] — Dis is not a propre Place, dis is too as 
publick; for ſud any one paſs bye while I taka 


dis Phiſick, it vill preventa de opperation. 0 
Dorc. What Phyſick, Doctor? 
Greg. In your Ear, dat. VC 


-Dorc. And in your Ear, dat, Sirrah. LHit- ; 
ting him a Box] Do you dare affront my Virtue, 
you Villain! d'you think the World ſhould 
| bribe 


drub bing. 


The Dumb Lady cur d. 29 


bribe me to part with my Virtue, my dear Vir- 
tue? There, take your Purſe again; but the 
Gold I'll keep, as an eternal Monument of oy 
Virtue. N 
AIR IX. As down in a Meadow. 
Alas! how unhappy is that Woman's Fate, 
Who has loſt ber dear Virtue, that mighty Eſtate 
How wicked Mankind ! who are ſtill laying Snares 
Tocatch our dear Virtue, when it nods unawares : 
How great is that Woman, how happy and wiſe, 
Who keeps. her dear Virtue, and Gold can deſpi Je! ö 
But ſhe is moſt happy, who well noms to hold 

At once her dear Virtue, and her Lover's dear Gold. 


Greg. Oh what a happy Dog am l, to find my 
Wite ſo virtuous a Woman, when I leaſt ex- 


petted it ! Oh my injur'd Dear ! behold ee 
Gregory, your own Husbancd. 
Dorc. Ha! 


Greg. Oh, me! Pm ſo full of Joy, I cannot 


tell thee more, than that I am as much the hap- 
pieſt of Men, as thou art the moſt virtuous of 
Women. | 


Dore. And * really my Gregory £ And 


haſt thou any more of theſe Purſes 

Greg. No, my Dear, J haye no more about 
me, but it's probable 3 in a few Days I may .have 
a hundred, tor the ane Accident has hap- 
pen'd to me! 


Dorc. Ves, my Dear, but I can tell yqu who 


you are .oblig'd to for that Accident; had you 
not beaten me this Morning, I had neyer had 
you beaten into a Phyſician. 

Greg. Oh, oh! chen tis to you I owe al that 


E | | - Dare, 
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Doro. Yes, my Dear,” tho' I little dreamt of 
che Conſequence. | 3 Ion 

Greg. How. infinitely Pm Pm oblig'd to thee ! — 
But, huſh ! 
| Enter Helebore. 

Hel. Are not you the great Doctor juſt come 
to this Town, ſo b tor curing Dumbneſs ? 

| reg. Sir, | 

Hel. Then, Sir, En happy in findin Was, L 
am my ſelf, Sir, a Brother of the Faculty; 

Ailkd in chat bart of it, to the Fanden of 
which the World gives the Appellation of Mad 
Pedor. I have at preſent, Sir, with me, a Gen- 
fleman who -labours under an extraordin ary 
Sort:of a Lunacy, We cannot, Sir, by any 
. prevail upon him to utter one Syllable. 

Greg. Thall mate him ſpeak, Sir. 

Hel. It will add, Sir, to the great Reputation 
you have already Rn Gs, u I am —_ in 
finding you. 
Greg. Sir, Lenwhs happy- in finding y ou. You 
ſee that Woman there, ſhe is poſſeſ'd with a 
more ſtrange ſort of Madneſs, and imagines eve- 
Man ſhe ſces to be her Husband. Now, Sir, 
if you will but admit her into your Houſe 

Hel. Moſt willingly, Sir. 

Greg. The firſt Fling, Sir, you are to do is 
to let out thirty Ounces of her Blood; then, 
Sir, you are to ſhaye off all her Hair, all her 
Har, Sir; after which you are to make a very 
ſeyete . Uſe of your Rod twice a Day; and take 
a particular care that ſhe have not the leaſt Al- 
lowance beyond Bread and Water. 0 
el. Sir, I ſhall readily agree to the Diftates 


| 
of ſo great a Man; nor can I help approving of 


*: Greg. Yes, faith, you're almoſt as good an 
” Apothecary as Im a Phyſician, and if you pleaſe 


Maid. ne + in the leaſt, Sir, ſo far from it, 


ſhe is now quite filent. 


— —— — — 
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your Method, which is en mild and 
wholeſome. 

Greg. L To bis Wife] My Dear, that Gentlemen 
will conduct you to my Lodging. — Sir, 1, beg 
you will take a particular Care of this Lady: 

Hel. You may depend ont, Sir, WG in 
my Power ſhall be wanting; you have only to 
enquire for Dr. Helebore. 

: 2 "'T won't be long before I ſee you, Huſ- 
an 
_ Hel. Husband! this is as unaccountable a 
Madneſs as any I have yet met with. . 
[Exit with Dorcas. 
Enter Leander. 

Greg. I think I ſhall be reveng'd of you now, 
my Dear. — So, Sir. 

Lean. I think I make a pretty good Apothe- 
cary now. 


I convey you to the Patient. 
Lean. If I did but know a few Phyſical hard 
Words, —— 


. Greg, Would you know as s much as the whole 
Faculty i in an Inſtant, Sir? Come along, come 
along. LExeunt. 


SCEN E, Sir Jaſper's Houſe. 
Sir Jaſper, Charlot and Maid. 
Sir Jaſp. Has ſhe made no Attempttoſpeak yet? 


thar as ſhe uſed to make a Sort of a Noiſe before, 


Sir Jaſp. [Looking on bis Watch] Tis almoſt 


| the Tune the Doctor promis'd to return. 
E 3 Enter 
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+ - Enter Gregory and Leander. 
Sir Jaſp. Oh! he is here. Doctor, your Servant. 
Greg. Wel, Sir, how does my Patient ? 
Sir Jaſp. Rather wore, Sir, ſince your Pre- 
ſcription. 
Greg. So much the better, tis a Sign that it 
operates. 
S. Ja Who isthat Gentleman n withyou? 
Greg. An Apothecary, Sir. Mr. Apotheca- 
ry, will you pleaſe to feel the Lady's Pulſe, 
while T'reafon with Sir Jaſper concerning her 
Diſtemper. It is Sir, a = and ſubtle Queſti- 
on among the Doctors, Whether Women are 
more eaſy to be cured than Men. I beg you 
would attend to this, Sir, if you pleaſe. — Some 
ſay, No; others ſay, Ves; and for my part! 
ſay both Ves and No, foraſmuch as the Incon- 
gruity of the opaque Humours that meet in 


ratural Temper of Women, being the Cauſe 


that the brutal Part will always prevail over the 
ſenſible — One ſees that the Inequality of their 
Opinions depend on the black Movement of the 
Circle of the Moon, and as the Sun that darts 
his Rays upon the Concavity of the Earth, finds-- 
Charl. No, I am not at all capable of changing 
my Opinion. 

Sir Jaſp. My Daughter ſpeaks! m y Daughter 
ſpeaks !; Oh, the great Power of Ph Tick ! Oh, 
the admur able Phyſician! How can 1 reward 
thee for ſuch a Service? 

Greg. This Diftemper has given me a moſt in- 
ſüfferable deal of Trouble. Traverſing the Stage 
in a great Heat, the Apothecary: following] 

Chart. Yes, Sir, I have recover'd my Speech; 
but. I'have recover'd it to tell you, that 1 will 

"never have any Husband but Leander. Sir 


— 
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Sir Jaſp. But 
Charl. Nothing is capable to ſhake the Reſo< | 
lution I have taken. | 

Sir Jaſp. What! 

Charl. Your Rhetorick is in vain, all your 
Diſcourſes agnify nothing. 

Sir Jaſp. I 

Charl. I am determin'd, and all the Fathers 
in the World ſhall never - oblige me to —_— 
contrary to my Inclinations. 

Sir Jaſp. I have 

Charl. I never will ſubmit to this Tyranny ; g 
and if I muſt not have the Man I Ike, I'll die a 
Maid. it ary 

Sir Jaſp. But- 115 
Char. No, not in any manner, not in the 
leaſt, not at all; you loſe your Time, you may 
beat me, kill me, do what you will, I will never 
conſent, that I'm reſolv'd. 

Sir Jaſp. What Thunder is here! there'sno 
ſtopping her Tongue. Doctor, I deſire you to 
make her dumb again. 

Greg. That's impoſſible, Sir, all that I can do 
to ſerve you is, I can make you deaf, it you pleaſe. 
Sir Jaſp. And do you think 
Charl. All your Reaſoning ſhall never conquer 


my Reſolution. 


Sir Jaſp. You ſhall marry Mr. Dapper this 
Evening. 


Charl. I'll be buried firſt, 
Greg Stay, Sir, ſtay, let me regulate this Af- 


fair, it is a Diſtemper that poſſetles her, and I 
| know what Remedy to apply to it. 


Sir Jaſp. Is it poſſible, Sir, that you can cure 
the Diſtemper of the Mind? 
Greg. 


ö 


3 The Mock Doctor: Or, 
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Greg. Sir, I can cure any thing. Harkye, 
Mr. Apothecary, you ſee that the Love ſhe has 
for Leander is intirely contrary to the Will of 
her Father, and that there is no Time to loſe, 
and that an immediate Remedy is neceſſary: 
For my Part, I know of but one, which is a 
Doſe of Purgative Running-away, mixt with 
two Drams of Pills Matrimoniac, and three 
large Handfuls of the Arbor Vitæ; perhaps ſhe 
will make ſome Difficulty to take them ; but as 
you are an able Apothecary, I thall truſt to you 
for Succeſs : Go, make her walk in the Garden; 
be fare loſe no Time; to the Remedy, quick, 
to the Remedy Specifick. LEx. Lean. and Char. 

Sir Jaſp. What Drugs, Sir, were thoſe I heard 
vou mention, for I don't remember I eyer heard 
them ſpoke of before ? 

© Greg. They are ſome, Sir, lately diſcover'd 
by the Royal Society, 

Sir Jaſp. Did you ever ſee any thing equal to 
her Inſolence ? 

Greg. Daughters are indeed ſometimes a lit- 
le head-ſtrong. | 
Sir Jaſp. You cannot imagine, Sir, how 
fooliſhly fond ſhe is of that Leander. 
Greg. The Heat of Blood, Sir, cauſes that in 
young Minds. 4 of 
Sir Jaſp. For my part, the Moment I diſ- 
cover'd the Violence of her Paſſion, I have al- 
ways kept her lock d up. 
Greg. You have done very wiſely. 

Sir Jaſp. And I have prevented them from 
having the leaſt Communication together, for 
who knows but ſlie might have taken it into her 


Head to have run away with him ? 


reg. Very true. Enter 


The Dumb Lady curd. 35 


Euter Dorcas. | | 

Dorc. Where is this Villain, this Rogue, chis 
prerended Phyſician : 215 

Sir Jaſp. Heyday! what, what, what's the 
Matter now? 

Dorc. Oh, Sirrah ! Sirrah — would you have 
deſtroy'd your Wife, you Villain? Would you 
have been guilty of Murder, Dog? 

. Greg. Hoity, toity !—What mad Woman i is 
this! 

Sir Jaſp. poor Wretch.! for Pity's ale cure | 
her, Doctor. 

Greg. Sir, I ſhall not cure her, unleſs ſome- 
body gives me a Fee.— ] ſhall not ſet up for a 
charitable Phy ſician. 

Dorc. Sir, he impoſes on you he's no more 
a Phyſician than I am; he's a poor dirty Fek 
low, and has nothing to boalt on, but = =P 
Husband. 


Enter James. | 

James. Oh, Sir! undone, undone !. your 
Daughter is run away with her Lover Leander, 
who was here in the Have of an Apothecary z 
and this is the Rogue of a Flay cans who has 
contriv'd all the Affair. | 

Sir Jaſp. How! am I abus'd in this manner ? 
Here, who is there? B'd my Clerk bring/Pen, 
Ink, and Paper, I'll ſend this ' Fellow to Jail im- 
mediately. 

James. ned my good Doctor, you ſtand a a 
very fair Charice to be hang'd for Realing an 
Heireſs. 

Dorc. And are they going to hang you, my 
dear Husband ? . 1 
Greg. You ſee, my dear Wife. 


y = P FP 


„ S — 923 — ww 
* . 


16 Tie Mock Doctor, &c. 
Dore. Had you finiſh'd the Faggots, it had 


been ſome Conſolation. 


Greg. Leave me, or you'll break my Heart. 

2 Dorc. No, I ſtay to encourage you at your 
Death—nor will I udge : an Inch, till have ſeen 
N. hang d. 

Enter Lander and Charlot. 

Lean. Behold, Sir, that Leander, whom you 
had forbid your Houſe, reſtores your Daughter 
to your Power, even when he had her in his. 


I will receive her, Sir, only at your Hands—1 


have receiv' d Letters, by which I have learnt 
the Death of an Uncle, -whole Eſtate far ex- 


ceeds that of your intended Son-in-Law. 


Sir Jaſp. Your Virtue is beyond all Eſtates, 
and. I give you my Dau ghter with all the Plea- 


ſure in the World. 


Lean. Now my Fortune miakes me happy in- 


. 


deed, my deareſt Charlotte — And, Da 111 


make thy Fortune to. 


Ong! If you would be ſo 8 


Fonnne ' „ 54 
: - Dore. And is it not owing to me, Sirrah, A 
you haye been a Phyſician at all? 
* Sir ap- May I beg to know whether you 
area phy tian or not, or what the Devil youare? 
Greg. I think, Sir, after the miraculous Cure 
you have ſeen me perform, you have no reaſon 
0 ask, Whether I am a Phyſician or no. — And 
for you, Wife, I'll henceforth have yon behave- 
with all Deference to my Greatneſs. 7 


2 A Fagen- binder could but thraſh your! Jacket, 


But a Phyſician, he | 52 
Dor. . pick your Pocket. 2555 
| 2 6 
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da” + pO me, - 


hyſician i in Ear! I ſhould deſire no other * 


